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1 HE foll:wing pieces were wrete at a very early period of life. It is 

hoped this conſideration will plead ſomething in their favour, and pro- 
tect them from the rigid ſcrutiny of refined criticiſm. The vanity of ſee- 
ing their names in print is apt to induce many young men haſtily to ob- 
trude their productions upon the world, without weighting the conſequences 
of their reception. Among theſe, perhaps, the Author of theſe ſheets may 
be ranked. But he has not truſted entirely to his own judgment. They 
have paſſed through the hands of ſeveral gentlemen, whoſe opinion he is in- 
clined to think, is of ſome weight. He now ſubmits them to the inſpection 
of the Public. If they have any merit it will Speak for itſelf; if not, let 
them fink into the gulph of literary oblivion, 
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Regumque turres. — I 
Vite ſumma brevis, . nos vetat 3 longam. 
| Hos. —Car. X 


HILE wars and toils delight th' aſpiring Muſe, 
In ſofter ſtrains to ſport the Lyricks chooſe 
While others ſtrive ſome hero's fame to raiſe, 
And crown his labours with immortal praiſe, 
I cloſe the ſcene, I lay all grandeur low, 
And ſing the triumph of the human foe ; 
The laſt ſad fate of all terreſtrial things, 


From the vile reptile to the ſcepter'd kings. 
N + ; Eternal 


0 / Mm Se ART 4 n 7 * +4, fy 
A Ty d abt ot BT OE 6 f 
25 r e ao 26. 


EET EY 0 TORI ET Ys ary ROE on RED TIS. > PO oe Yon LOWER Fg 
<3 mw 2 77 8 OY * * 1 * 
5 E 17 at”, : - 


W_— OO _- YET. 4 4 WF LY os.” T FEY 
C * Ws ns! - 25 * 2 e 8 N r „ 
8 e 3 r Nee 12 1 
7 . 7 Fan vg d 78 DE 
ERR 4 F5 ' n Y oF T Mid F < : 
» 3 9 1 . K o - 
= 5 


* 


Eternal Beigg | whoſe unbounded reign 
Extends o'er all creation's ample plain, 
Aſſiſt my Muſe, my feeble verſe inſpire, 
And grant ſome portion of thy heav'nly 
Refine each good, each wand' ring bake 3 
While fancy ſaddens at the awful theme. 
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Ye ſons of earth, with humble minds ſurvey 
Liſe's rapid progreſs, and its ſwift decay; ; 
Let trembling Nature view the laſt dreag/ ene, 0 
Then, ſay, if pleaſure here outweighs the pain: 
Each various rank from Duſt derives its birth, 

And owes its ſubſtance to its parent earth ; 
Fram'd by the hand of that Almighty Power, 
Whole reign is boundleſs, permanent, and ſure : 


Who, from confuſion and primoval night, 

Call'd beautcous order, harmony, ang. Light; 

"2 This mighty globe ſuſpended in the air, 

Wo And rais'd the ſtructure ſo ſupremely fair; ; 

Who bade the ſpheres 1 in juſt gradation roll, 

And by his pow'r ſupports. the wond'rous whole & 
All ſpring to Life in a defenceleſs ſtate, 

Whether low born, or eminently great, 

In this regard is no diſtinction known, 

Betwixt the Monarch and the lowly clown. 


N. N * 2 LS 1" * — — n r NN F das” e © PR Se VIE 1 * CSI. wx MPT. be hf uh, ＋ S rr I by aa 2, 
2 „% 0 HE OE a hs KS E "I e ATS 8 8 r 3 ä "Ws 4 9 "SITY 
$a 29 BR oh Oy SR. MG gp Pp . E. Tos © WB) 9 < % IK 3 r r 5 ba * * ow {6 
: oo N W 8 ON 75 py ES . FF : „ 1 22 8 
l 8 Nt het RE Og LE 8 Þ * WO Ann ; 2 ; | F 
q * 4 ** 7 . * * 5 
* 9 


in e 
FORTS — 


* 
Unconſcious of prerogative they riſe jj 09 4, = 
And fill the dome or ee, ee o oll woH 'Y 
Alike unmindful of the pomp: ob: _—_ nnd Ia ad 7 
Alike . of their — * 1122 


E ee Abe FR dock, 
True bliſs thy own, if bliſs be: paſfion s reſt; 
Of innocence and purity we ſee | 
Some faint reſemblance; when we look on thee. 
With tearful eyes recal the happy: fcene, © 
E'er blinded} nature facrific'd} to ſin; 
E'er conſcious ſhame betray d the guilty pair, 
And Heav' n- protected virtue ſcorn d a fear; 
While Eden's plains yet breath'd the rich perfume, 
Each grove was fragrance, and each meadow bloom, 
Nor guiltleſs Nature yielded to the tomb. 
Free from deceit and all the tricks of art, 
We read the genuine language of the heart; 
Ambition yet, plumes not its eagle wings, | 
Nor paſſion boils—nor wounded conſcience ſtings, 
No burning luſt corrodes thy tender breaſt, 
No ſordid ayarice breaks thy tranquil reſt. | 
Thrice happy fate | But how ſhort liv'd thy reign, 
Eber ſtorms ariſe, and cloud the pleaſing ſcene ; 


Perverſely devious from the paths of right, 
In pleaſure's maze it takes an ample turn, 


645 


E' er years mature diſcloſe the human will, 


How ſlow to virtue, how inclin'd to ill! 


The natural bent in ey ry act appears, 
And infant innocence is fraud in years. 


Firſt head- ſtrong youth rejects a parent's ſway, 
Flame urges flame, and fire ſucceeds to fire. 
Though reaſon dictate, and though Og n 


And with unhallow'd fires the ſenſes burn. 
But ſoon, ah | ſoon, the wonted vigour fails, 
Nor tempting breezes longer fill the fails ; 
The batter'd cottage of the ſoul denies | 


To aid the lagging pow'rs with freſh ſupplies, 


While foul diſtempers rage-in ev'ry vein, 

And deep remorſe accumulates the pain; 

Till humble penitence affects the breaſt, 

And deprecates the blow, and ſooths the ſoul to reſt, 
But ſhift the ſcene, ſee other objects riſe 

T'allure the heart, and captivate the eyes 


And treads with heedleſs ſteps the downward way. 
Each pulſe beats high with lawleſs wild defire,'\. © 


Vice in falſe colours gay „ee eee 5 
To folly prone, to ſober reaſon blind. > li 
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In riper years — Then paſſions wide diſplay 
Their reſtleſs wings and burſt upon the day. 
If Heav'n- born reaſon o'er them gain command, 
They bid the breaſt to noble aims expand, 
Give active impulſe to the generous ſoul, 
Refine the ſenſe and animate the whole. 

But ah] how few ſubmit to reaſon's ſway! 
Wild paſſions prompt and folly leads the way; 
Deluſive phantoms ev'ry thought employ, 
Gay painted vapours and fallacious joy. 41 
Some climb the ſteep aſcent where grandeur ſhines, 
With ſervile labour, and more ſervile minds; 

But oft alas! when, full before their eyes, 

They graſp a ſhadow and the ſubſtance flies. 
Ambitious minds aſpire to raiſe their fame, 

And by rank madneſs eternize their name. 

Whole nations, kingdoms wantonly o'erthrow, 
Pierce the nuld heart that never was their foe ; 

No dangers fright, no terrors can diſmay, 

That to falſe honour points the impious way. 

While others bow the knee to wealth and ſtore, 

And know no other god, nor elſe adore. 

With ſluggards, liſtleſs to the voice of fame, 

Riches are cares, and honours but a name ; 
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Supinely ſunk in indolence and eaſe, 

Their only ſtudy is zhemetves to pleaſe. 

Their views no higher than their wants ariſc, 
Their preſent wants, if ſatiate, ſuffice, 
Hence different trifles different minds engage, 
Not more in manhood, than in hoary age ; 
While happineſs is all the reigning theme, 
Our noon-day ſtudy and our midnight dream. 
How vain are thoſe delights, how mean our aims ! 
Our dancing viſions, and our airy ſchemes! 
Lo, grandeur falls, and empires ſoon decay, 
Honours forſake, and riches fly away ; 

When high aloft on Fortune's wings we ſoar, 
And fit ſecure as to be moy'd no more; 
Sudden we fink beneath Fate's iron rod, 
Check'd by the mandates of a ruling God, 
To whom our deeds, our ev'ry thought is clear, 
Who though inviſible is ever near, 

Short is the time to feeble mortals given, 

To act the part preſcrib'd by potent heav'n! 
A dream, a viſion, or a point the moſt, 

Till in eternity frail man is loſt ! 

Yet in this life a thouſand lots we view, 

And Fortune ever changing, ever new. 


This 


„ 
This hour in roſey health's gay veſture clad, 
The next may mix us with the ſilent dead. 
As when an actor, finiſhing his part, 
Retires, that others may diſplay their art; 
So on the ſtage of this terreſtrial ball, | 
In due ſucceſſion mankind riſe and fall. 
The empty dome receives. a riſing race, 
And future lords prepare to fill their place. 


Quick as the lightening's inſtantaneous blaze, 


Wing'd from the ether, the devoted ſlays 
Pointed with death, thus oft the arrow flies 
And breathleſs on the ground the mortal lies. 
Sometimes we languiſh under chronic pains, 
Till nature ſcarce the falling load ſuſtains ; 
Till ev'ry limb, and ev'ry joint decay, 

And by degrees are Riffen'd into clay. 
Direful diſeaſe, with its envenom'd teeth, 


A thouſand ways impells the wretch to death. 


The parching fever burns in ey'ry vein, 
The cholic loads us with exceſs of pain; 
The paralytic drags his cumbrous weight 
And weary blames the tardy hand of fate. 
Conſumption-pale with ever meagre eyes, 
Preys on the ſubſtance till the ſpirit flies. 
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Chills the warm blood—the fair, the young, the gay, 
Are moſt obnoxious to its waſteful Tway. 

While appoplexies in an inſtant ſmite, 

Seizc on the brain, and wrap us deep in night. 
But chief of all intemperance haſtes our doom, 
Impairs our health, and withers beauty's bloom. 
This the dire ſpring when num'rous miſeries flow 
The ſource accurſt of ſhame, and pain, and woe; 
Under the maſk of ſocial mirth and joy 

She lays her baits, and lays them to deſtroy; 
The ſparkling bowl with deadly poiſon fills, 
And as we love her more the ſooner kills. 
Inexorable Death, tremendous name ! 

Wide is his empire, and his pow'r ſupreme. 

All Nature once ſhall own his dreary ſway 

And ev'ry foot mult tread the gloomy way. 

Not more ſecure Auguſtus on his throne, 

Than in his ſtraw- built cot the- lowly clown: 
O'er ev'ry rank his awful pow'r extends 

And by one ſtroke all vain diſtinction ends. 
Beauty in vain diſplays her rofeate bloom, 

Beauty muſt yield obſequious to his doom. 

Gay ſmiling youth, and feeble hoary hairs, 

Alike he conquers, and alike he ſpares. 


How 


AWE 
How oft we ſee th' odoriferous roſe + 
Cropt in its bud, and wither'd e' er it blows ! ! 
How oft we ſee the faireſt bloom of youth, 
Adorn'd with virtue, innocence, and truth, 
Sink to the duſt, and droop th' aſpiring wing, 
Check'd by the ſummons of the dreadful King 
When you, O Death, the mortal ſhaft prepare, 
I elude the blow how vain is all our care 
In vain the ſam'd phyſician may impart, 
His utmoſt ſkill to raiſe the fainting heart ; 
In vain the falutif'rous herb he tries, 
Its healing influence ev'ry herb denies. 
No drugs can reſcue, and no herbs can fave 
The deſtin'd victim from the gaping grave, 
The warrior's heart that never fear'd his foes, 
Nor felt the horrors that from carnage flows, 
Whoſe dauntleſs ſoul could ſmile at death and pain, 
And wounds freſh reeking from the thouſands ſlain, 
Soon as thy dart pervades his ſtubborn heart, 
And drooping Nature acts a feeble part, 
Pale grow the looks that martial fierceneſs wore, 
And the ſhrill trumpet warms his breaſt no more. 
The miſer, whom inceſſant cares annoy, 
To gain thoſe riches he can ne'er enjoy, 
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Though day by day augments his uſeleſs ſtore, 
Is ſtill unhappy that he has no more | 

At thy dread call he views, with eager eyes 
His darling riches, and reluctant dies. 

In vain he ſtrives to bribe thy dreadful pow'r, 
For not the wealth of Crœſus can procure 

The ſhort liv'd reſpite of a fingle hour. 

When awful Death aſſerts his ſov'reign reign— 
When the blood ſtagnates in each ſluggiſh vein, 
And ever-during darkneſs ſeals our eyes ; 

What diff 'rent ſcenes, what diff rent objects riſe. 
The die is caſt, the game of life is o'er, 
And the ſoul lands on an eternal ſhore. 
Eternity, thou vaſt, unbounded ſpace ! 

A period ſenſible of no decreaſe, 

Though years on years in endieſs ſeries roll, 
Thou, dread Eternity ! art ever whole ; 

Yea, when the ſun, that pure etherial fire 
Shall, like a taper, vaniſh and expire 

When the fixt ſtars, erratic from their ſpheres, 
Shall preſs the earth, and own the wreck of years ; 
When filver Cynthia ſhall ceaſe to riſe, 

And wild diſorder ſeize th'incumbent ſkies ; 


When purging fire ſhall cleanſe the world from fin 
Thou ſhalt be but beginning to begin. 


Soon 
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Soon as we enter on this changeleſs ſtate, : 

Juſt retributions all our deeds await, 
And good or bad ſhall fix our endleſs ſate, 

The ſtains contracted in the body here, 

If unrepented, ſhall attend the bier, 

And mixt with the light eſſæence of the ſoul . 
Contaminate the pow'rs, the luſtre of the whole. 


Thrice happy they, who, with aſſiduous care, A 4 
For this laſt ſcene religiouſly prepare; 
E'er Fate proclaims th' inevitable hour, 

And ev'ry faculty reſigns its pow'r ; 

Tis they alone, who tread fair Virtue's way, 
Can greet with joy the ev'ning of the day; 
That can with eaſy, philoſophic pride 
Mock at the dart, and all its pow'r deride ; 
That can with pleaſure meet the final doom, 
View, undiſmay'd, the terrors of the tomb ; 
And arm'd with this kind, conſolating pow'r, 
With placid minds ſupport the lateſt hour. 
While the wrapt ſou], warm'd with ſeraphic fire, 
Which thou alone, O Virtue, can'ſt inſpire ; | 
In ſtrains like theſe breaths out her laſt deſire. 


* Come, 
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Come, welcome Death, I bleſs thy friendly dart, 


Come, and relieve my agonizing heart. 

Though clouds and darkneſs deep involve thy head, 
And ſtrike frail Nature with a ſudden dread, 

I long to paſs thy ſilent, gloomy vale, 

No darkſome ſhades I fear, no ſpectres pale; 

Thy ſtingleſs pow'r I court—unbind my chain, 
And ſpeak the healing word that liberates my pain. 
I throw myſelf on that eternal God, 

Who felt thy ſtroke, and ſmooth'd the gloomy road ; 
Whoſe breaſt with mild compaſſion ever glows, 
And ſympathetic feels the mortal woes. 

He, bleſt, benevolent, almighty King, 

Diſarm'd thy terror, and pluck'd out thy ſting ; 
He bids bright Faith in glowing ardors riſe 

And Heav'n-born Virtue re-aſcend the ſkies. 

My ſoul exults to view the happy ſhore, 

Where the afflictive ſtorm can rage no more. 

To be tranſported to that happy place, 

Where Heav'ns almighty Lord unveils his face. 

To draw fruition from th' eternal 8 pring, 

And hear Heav'n's concave with His praiſes ring.” 


Thus 


C 9-1 

Thus Virtue triumphs, and contented dies, 
To ſpring to life immortal in the ſkies. 
But ah, my Muſe, I ſhudder to deſcribe 
The inward horrors of th' impious tribe, 
. Of thoſe, who devious from the paths of right, 
Hate the bright day, and court impervious night, 
Of thoſe who join the vain, the giddy throng, 
And charm'd by folly hear the Syren's ſong. 
Of thoſe whoſe hands have ſhed the guiltleſs blood, 
Or madly triumph'd o'er the wiſe and good. 
How ſad the ſcene when the terrific King, 
Levels his blow, and Conſcience whets her ſting! 
When fell diſeaſe o'ercomes the rules of art, 
And the warm currents diſappoint the heart ; 
See them expanded on the bed of death 
Convuls'd with pains, and panting hard for breath. 
Stript is the maſk the heart itſelf betrays, | 
And retroſpective views the ill-ſpent days; 
Conſcience awakes in awful colours dreſt, 


Foreſtalls the judge, and wrings the tortur'd breaſt, 


Remorſe and pale-ey'd Fear together join, 

While bliſsful Hope ſcarce ſhades a ray divine, 

But fancy ſhock'd reminds me to give o'er, 

Nor ſtrive thoſe ſcenes of horror to explore; 
E 
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To brighter proſpects bids me turn my eyes, 
To ſee repentance in the finner riſe, 


'To deprecate the vengeance of the ſkies. 

To ſee the wretch bemoan the heavy load, 

In low proſtration to an injur'd God, 

Secking remiſſion through a Saviour's name, 

And gratefully adopting great ſalvation 8 ſcheme. 
Ye ſlaves, of vice, whom hell- born paſhons, fway, 
And drive impetuous down the darkſome way, 
Say what enchantment triumphs o'er your minds, 
That faſt to earth the active ſpirit binds ; INT 
Say what forbids the ſoul, with genial fire, 

To leave low purſuits, and to Heav'n aſpire; 
Tis ſad oblivion of that awful hour, 

When ſenſual appetites muſt yield their pow'r, 
Tis vain deluſiwe hope of num'rous years, 
That blinds the mind, and diſſipates her fears. 
Th' immortal mind, if free from folly's chain, 
Beats high for bliſs, and mounts th' ethereal plain ; 
Caſts a diſdainful look on all below, 

And dcems its pleaſures only painted woe. 

Ye youths, now blooming in meridian blaze, 
When bliſs fallaciqus ev'ry bait diſplays ; 


While 


1 
While gayly heedleſs through life's ſcenes ye rove, 
And taſte the dulcet pleaſures that you love, 
While laughing Hope erects her lofty creſt, 
And fills with mental blifs the pliant breaſt ; 
While paſſions burn impatient of controul, 
And rouſe volcano's in the mad'ning ſoul, 
Think, ah! how ſoon the fire of youth is o'er, 
And pleaſure ſpreads her gaudy plumes no more | 
Think, ah | how ſoon life's ſilver bands may fly, 
And ſable darkneſs veil. the ſparkling eye 
Think while you rove through life, devoid of dread, 
Some wayward ſtroke may mix you with the dead ! 
Mortals awake, from lethargy ariſe, 
Hear Reaſon's voice, and ope your darken'd eyes. 
Say, were you form'd to a& the ſenſual part, 
To yield to inſtinct, and th' impulſive heart? 
To breathe awhile, and then to ſink again 
In blank non-entity's primeval reign ? 
Did not the high efficient cauſe of all, Ty 
Who bade creation riſe on this fair ball, 
For nobler ends deſign the human race | 
Than to exiſt in this contracted ſpace ? © | I 
Yes far] To man the ſov'reign of the whole, 
He gave the active and immortal foul ; 
| Pre- 


80 
Precepts he gave him, for his conſtant guide, 
And bade him for futurity provide. 
He, boundleſs ſource of each exalted joy, 
When dangers ſtartle, and black cares annoy, 
As through the vale of life we ſhape our way, 
Bade bright Religion ſhed her cheering ray. 
Religion, fountain of eternal bliſs! 
The ſure, the only path, to happineſs, 
The ſole ſupporter of th' afflicted mind, 
Ordain'd an aſylum for all mankind, 
When tear-ey'd Grief fits brooding o'er its woe, 
And faithleſs Fortune brings her fav'rites low ; 


When Malice grins with black envenom'd teeth, 


And Envy taints with peſtilential breath; 
When Perſecution lifts her horrid thong 

And Slander whets its fell accurſed tongue; 
Thou, bright Religion, ſtill illumes our way, 
And with thy fiſter-train * lights up our day; 
Directs usdafe amid ſurrounding ſnares, 
Supports the preſſure of afflictive cares, 

And when deciſive Fate proclaims our end, 
Gives us to meet our foe as friend meets friend. 


* Faith, Hope, and Charity. 
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Ze rerum Deus alme canam, Dominumque Patremque, 
Magne Parens ſancta quam Majeſtate verendum, | 
AM theris eternas Rector moliris habenas, 


HERE ſoars my Muſe on bold advent'rous wing ? 
What theme invites, while tow'ring fancy dares 

To lift th' enraptur'd foul above the ſtars ? 

A theme, adapted to celeſtial choirs, 

Who in ſweet ſtrains ſurround th' eternal King, 

And teach his praiſes to the diſtant ſpheres. 

Yet though Heav'ns concave echoes to the notes, 

And flaming ftars reverberate the ſound, 


F Proſtrate 
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Proſtrate they bend before the lofty throne, 
And own their praiſe is mean. What then am I! 


Compar'd with them, more worthleſs than the duſt, 
More feeble than the worm on which I treaadꝰ 


But, O ye angels, aid a mortal's lay 
And grant a ſpark divine. —My foul attune 
To laud the boundleſs and efficient cauſe 
Of more than dim-ey'd Nature can diſcern, 
Of more ten thouſand times than Fancy bold 
Can raiſe ideal in the muſing breaſt. 


And thou, Jchovah, who, late bade me riſe 
From un-ſubſtantial night, and ſleep profound, 
And from the womb of dark non-entity 
Beſpoke me into life—gave me to lift 
My brow aloft, and drink the filver light, 
Pure effluence of thyſelf, aſſiſt me now, 
While my ſmall tribute to thy throne ] raiſe. 


Almighty Regent of unbounded ſpace, 
Where ſhall my praiſe begin, where end my theme ? 
Thou ſource of all in full fruition reign'd, 


And taſted bliſs unmix'd, and boundleſs joy ; 


In 
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In thy unfathomable eſſence ſafe; 


Supremely bleſt, and cloath'd with glory round 


Knew no deficience, felt no void ingrate, 
When all was blank. E' er Chaos rude 

Felt thy pervading ſpirit, and obey'd 

The fiat of Omnipotence.—Thy breath 

To beauteous order, dignity and grace 
Reduc'd the ſeeds, in nature's darkſome womb 
And harmony entire, arrang'd them all. 

By thee, the golden ſun emerging high 

From jumbled Chaos firſt was taught to ſhine, 
And diſſipate night's dark primœval gloom : 
Fixt in the centre of a thouſand ſpheres, 
Thou bad'ſt his radiant, cheering beams elance 
Their heat prolific o'er unmeaſur'd ſpace. 

By thee, the lamps diffuſely ſpread around 
From centre to the poles, were lighted up 
To decorate the pure zthereal vault, 

And ſhed a luſtre on the face of night. 

Some taught by thee in certain orbits roll ; 
Nor deviate from their path. Thouſands fixt 
Their twinkling luſtre till emit unchang'd. 
Thou, to eccentric comets mark'd a track, 


Throughout the vaſt, illimitable void, 


Aſſign'd 
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Aſſign'd their periods and their fury rein'd. 
Worlds on worlds immeaſurably ſpr ead 
In boundlets ſpace, immenſity profound 
Own thy creative power, thy Kill divine. 
This pendent ball was rounded into form, | 
And dropt well modell'd, from thy plaſtic hand. 
Thou rais'd the rugged mountains airy top, 
And bade the vales ſubſide ; the channel ſcoop'd 
For murm'ring ſtreams, and mark'd their mary path 
To the vaſt ocean.—Thou, in bounds confin'd 
The wat'ry world, and limited its reign. 
When ſwelling ſurges laſh the lofty ſtar, 
And raging billows war indignant round 
The ambient ſhores, and daſh th' objected cliffs; 
Thou mod'rateſt their rage, they hear thy voice 
And keep the barrier of Omnipotence, 
In verdant veſture Thou adorn'd the globe, 
And gave the ub'rous ſoil to teem when freſh 
With vegetation, in luxuriance full, 
Fair in the veil, up-roſe the ſmiling flow'rs 
In gaudy teints, and variegated hues, 
Diſſuſing balmy ſweets. Protrude the trees, 
Their bloſſoms gay, or laugh in cluſters rich, 
And lowly {rubs in germination bloom'd. 
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While ſpiry foreſts crown'd the lofty. hills, 

And wav'd their airy tops, and mixt their boughs. 
At thy command prolific nature ſwarm'd + 
With tribes innum'rous ; various as the ends 

For which eternal Wiſdom form'd their pow'rs. 
Yet all are perfect, all proclaim thy ſkill, 

And ſhout thy praiſe aloud, in diff” rent tongues 
Yet ſtill unite, in ſymphony to Thee. 

From Thee all ſprang ; thy perſpicuous eye 

Sees myriads countleſs, as the noon-tide rays 
Diffus'd from Sol's bright orb. Thou form'dſt their 
Parts minute, complete; as well as thoſe _ 

That bear the unweildy bulk, and lift their heads 
Intractable and fierce, —Earth, air and ſeas 
Replete by Thee, ſtill teem with ev'ry race; 

And ſtill ſhall teem, till time deſiſt to low, 

And laſt, but greateſt of thy works below, 

Thou formedſt man, adorn'd with ev'ry mark 
That can beſpeak his origin divine. 

Thou trimm'dſt the lamp of reaſon in his breaſt, 
And bade his blaze illume his ev'ry ſtep, 

And point the path to bliſs. —Deſign'd, for ends 
More noble and exalted, than the beaſts 


That graze the fields around. By inſtinct led 
| G Its 


22 


Its mandates they obey, and think no more: 
But Thou, on man beſtow'dſt th' immortal ſoul, 
The mind capacious, and the brow erect ; | 
Taught him to ſoar above this little ſcene, 

This ſublunary ſite, and mount the ſtars, 

From whence the eſſence of his ſoul derives 

Its grand extraction. —In miniature, 

Diſplay'd in Him we ſee, creative fkill, 

Pow'r unconſtrain'd, and majefty divine. 

Great King of all, that breathes the vital air, 
Regent of vaſt interminable ſpace | 

The meaneſt of thy works declare the hand 
That rais'd their ſtructure, and compos'd their part, 
To be omnipotent and unconfin'd: _ 

While rolling ſpheres, and congregated ſeas, 
Innum'rous ſyſtems, and prolific ſuns 

Can only tell the fame. Awake my ſoul ! 
Awake and join the chorus of creation. 

Oh, ev'ry faculty awake! to hail 

The archite& of all. Almighty cauſe 

Of cauſes ! Source of ev'ry bliſs refin'd, 
Inviſible Jehovah, infinite; 

That rules the whirlwind, and the thunder hurls 
To ſhake th' ethereal vault; who bids 
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The lightning's flaſh tremendous cut the ſky, 
And rides on ſtormy blaſts, Thy pow'r maintains 
This vaſt ſtupendous frame, this wond'rous whole: 
All nature feels thy providential care. 
And were thy hand withdrawn, the jarring ſpheres 
Would tumble into ruin ; central ſuns expire, 
And chaos wild aſſume its priſtine reign. 
Lord, what is man, amid this varied ſcene 
Of ſpace infinite, by thy eſſence fill'd; 
A feeble atom made by th' unerring will 
Of Thee, to tread th' unbroken chain of fate, 
Till ſwallow'd up, by time all-bearing down. 
Yet Thou vouchſaf'ſt to hear his humble cry; 
Thy eye omniſcient, ſees his ev'ry want ; 
And in benevolence, rewards his pray'rs. 
When all was loſt ; when Nature mourn'd his lapſe, 
And groaning worlds gave ſigns of grief ſincere, 
But none could help—no hand, the loſs immenſe, 
Retrieve. When from the gulph of hell profound, 
Burſt from its chains of adamant, immur'd 
With triple walls the fiend, of ſable mien, 
And death terrific ſtalking by its fide, 
And overcame the favourite of the ſkies : 
Thy pitying breaſt, with mild compaſſion mov'd, 


Con- 
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Contriv'da plan to fave the humanrace 
From utter ruin, and eternal woe ; 

From the abyſs of unconſuming flame; 
From rocks Tartarian, and the ſcorpion laſh 


Of fiends—ſo juſtly merited by fin. 
The brighteſt ſeraph cannot comprehend 


The hoſts of heav'n around, thy throne ſublime, 


Struck dumb, with filent tranſport and amaze 
Contemplate thy exuberance of love, 

Thou gav'ſt thy only 8on -O love immenſe 
To expiate our-crimes, and waſh from fin, 

To ſuffer ſcoffs and ignominious death 

From thoſe he bled to ſave. O bleſſed King, 
O Sovereign of the ſkies, and foul of all, 
Diſſolve each ſenſeleſs heart in flowing tears 
Of gratitude profound. Let mercy ſweet, 
Let boundleſs mercy, and redeeming love 
Remain my darling theme ;—and let my Muſe 
Catch inſpiration from my bliſsful ſong ; 

Till in the regions of eternal Day 

She {ings enraptur'd, and renew the ſtrains 
With energy divine—and teach the ſpheres 
To ccho at each ſound-redeeming love. 
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HREE blooming youths, on Deva's fertile plains 
To ſooth their anguiſh, ſung theſe parting ſtrains ; 
While the charm'd river check'd its flowing waves, 
And crept on ſlowly through the meads it laves. 
Ye tuneful maids ! aſſiſt me to rehearſe 
The lays I heard, in Pope's harmonious verſe. 
Thus Thyrſis pip'd, and bade his ſorrows flow, 
Damætas, Ægon join'd, in mutual woe. 


THYRSI1S. 


Now the mild ſun, turn'd from his noon-tide height, 
Deſcendeth ſweetly to the ſhades of night; 
His radiant car rolls down the azure ſteep, 
And beams refle&ive dance upon the deep. 
Favonian gales the green reeds gently move, 
And all around is harmony and love. 

Our fleecy care, on all fides, friſk and play, 
Or crop the graſs, or baſk in Phoebus ray. 
H 


All 
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All nature ſmiles but what is all I ſee ! 
Ahl taſtleſs all, and un-enjoy'd by me. 
For we muſt part—ſo cruel fate ordains ; 
Fate that delights in humble ſhepherd's pains: 
Diſtracting thought! It ſtrikes my tender heart, 
And throbs of woe precede the ſound—we part. 
Come then ye ſwains, in concert let us join 
To vent our ſighs beneath this waving pine; 
Each as he can attempt the doleful lay, 
And ſing alternate till the cloſe of day. 
O, ev'ry Muſe, propitious lend an ear, 
Smooth the rude ſtrains, and wipe the ſocial tear. 
Now we muſt part—to diſtant fields ye roam 
And leave me fad, without a friend at home. 


DAMEATAS. 


To diſtant fields, hard fate may bid us rove, 
Yet fixt's the baſis of our mutual love. 
From theſe green paſtures ſoon we muſt depart ; 
Yet ſtill theſe bounds ſhall keep my faithful heart, 
Quite round the globe were I compell'd to roam, 
This lovely centre, ſtill ſhould be my home: 
This flow'ry feat, where oft we met and join'd 


ln harmony, and ſong, and uniſon of mind. | 
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Sincere to friendſhip ſtill its our's, to prove 


Throughout what field we range, or in what grove. 


Fate may command, our outward acts controul ; 
But cannot change the purpoſe of the ſoul. 
Oft ſhall I think of theſe bleſt times, when we 
Sought the broad covert of the branching tree; 
Or when our pipes we tun'd beneath the ſhade, 
And taught the muſic to each op'ning glade ; 
Or when we joy'd, our little flocks to lead 9 
To the rich paſture of the daiſied mead. 

Now, on the verge of ſome bewilder'd ſtream 
I'll practiſe on a reed, my once lov'd theme: 

Or fit dejected, and deplore my fate, 
When fancy's pencil paints my priſtine ſtate. 
But true to friendſhip ſhall my heart remain, 
Till we all happy meet, and ſing again. 


TH NS 


Ahl how can I my pungent grief contain, 


Though tears are ſhed, and pray'rs addreſs'd in vain. 


Now muſt I tread the upland lawns alone, 
And hear the rocks re-bellow to my moan. 
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Now muſt I vent my ſighs, beneath ſome beech, 
Where, harmony and ſong, ye once did teach. 
By you was kindled that celeſtial fire 
That bad me ſing in concert with the lyre. 
Without reward, ye taught me how to raiſe 
The ſtrains mellifluous, and the notes of praiſe, 
But what kind ſhepherd now will be my guide, | 


Or o'er the labours of my Muſe prefide ? 


None; none, alas! When ye forſake theſe plains, 
But all will turn, regardleſs of my ſtrains, 

To diff'rent fields we now mult drive our ſheep, . | 
Then mute ſhall be my pipe; and ev'ry green reed ſleep, 


DAMEATAS. 


Where'er blind Chance directs my wand'ring feet, 
At morning early, or at evening late, 
My mind, with pleaſure, ſhall recall the ſcenes 
Of bliſs untainted, on theſe rural plains. 
Beneath the hawthorn often did we ſtray, 
Or from the flow'r beds cull the pride of May; 
Mixing ſweet herbs, with gaudy flow'rs between, 
Set off a noſegay, with the circling green, 
And throw the preſent to ſome fav'rite fair, 
To Daphne, Celia, or my Emma dear: 

Then 


e 
Then lie ſupine, beneath the hedge and ſing, 
Till hills reſponſive all around us ring. 


E G O N. 


Ah! now no more amid pellucid ſtreams 
We'll bathe our limbs, and conquer Phœbus beams 
Or quench our thirſt as they meander by, 

And with cool draughts our tender flocks ſupply: 
Or walk by turns, between the waving pines 
Where ſhade and ſun- ſhine mix in various lines; 
To view our flocks, to count the pregnant ewes 
Waſhing their footſteps in the balmy dews. 

Then reſt again, and in alternate lays - 

Strive by our ſong, to gain Apollo's bays. 

But now, alas | theſe lays muſt be forgot; 

Nor diſtant cliffs reverberate the note. 


I 


Through ev'ry ſeaſon of the rolling year, 
We blithſome paſt, without a ſigh, or tear. 

In verdant Spring, when blooming flow 'rs ariſe, 

And ſweeteſt ſcents perfume the azure ſkies ; 

When from each ſpray the fair aerial throng 


Thrill the ſoft notes, and melodize their ſong, 1 
I. e 
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We join'd in chorus 'neath Hyperion's ray, 
Or liſt'ned at cool eve to Philomela's lay. 
In leafy ſummer, midſt the ſcorching heat, 
Embowring trees beſtow'd,. a cool retreat; 
The rugged grot, where honey-ſuckles creep, 


Or chryſtal ſtreams, where tearful willows weep. 


While ſoot-brown walls, and gleaming cottage fire, 
With ſofteſt warblings of the tuneful lyre, 


In hoary winter, ſullen, and ſevere, 


Gave us to mock the ſtorm, and baffle care. 


But now ye leave me on theſe fields, alone, 


Mute be my jointed reeds, or only breathe my moan. 


DAM T A. 


Peace ev'ry paſſion !—huſh my throbbing heart | 
Reaſon ariſe, thy friendly aid impart |! 


Wake fancy, wake! but only paint the ſcene 


That ſmiles all lovely, placid and ſerene ; 
When we again in ſpite of fate's decree, 


Shall tune our pipes beneath the branching tree, 


And vie with Pan, in bleſt Arcadia's plains, 
In the gay dance, or ſoft mellifluous ſtrains, 


E G O N, 
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1 No y ceaſe ye ſwains, now ceaſe the mournful lay, 
For deep'ning ſhades o'ercome the length of day. 
Pale Cynthia, with her filver train appears, 
And drones, with drowſy hums, aſſail my ears. 
The tinkling ſheep-bells, from a neighbouring fold, 
Warn us to ſhield our tender charge from cold. 
But ah! what tortures in my breaſt I feel, 
At the ſad, ſolemn „ and gear word, farewell] 
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HE fable night on Ebon chariot borne, 5 
In deepeſt ſhades had wrap'd th' expanded ſk; ; 
And Lethean ſleep, with wreaths of poppies crown'd, 
Had ſhed its opiates on the watchful eye. 


While rolling o'er the deſolated fields, 
I drank the ſpirit of the chilling air ; 
And felt ſtern winter, on Tartarian throne 
Diſperſing ruin, waſteful and ſevere. 


Mute fate the warblers on the leafleſs ſpray ; 

For ſhiv'ring cold had check'd their tuneful throats : 
And not a ſound mellifluous charm'd my ear, 
Ot grove, re-echoed to harmonious notes. 
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. 
Save that the owl perch'd, on a mould'ring tow'r, 
In darkneſs mop'd the fable hours along; 
By fits diſturb'd, the ſadly folemn ſcene 
With ſcreams diſſonant, and prefaging ſong. 


Twas now the hour, when nightly phantoms riſe 


And ſuperſtition looks, with pious dread, 
Forms, apprehenſions in its weakly mind, 


Of gliding ſpectres, and the clay-cold dead: 


When, muſing melancholy fill'd my breaſt, 
The ſad companion of the lonely hour, 

That bids the heart reſign, un- meaning mirth 
And idle phantoms of deluſive pow'r. 


She paints no objects of inviting hue ; 
Nor bids the pulſe, with warm defire beat high; 
But trips falſe bliſs of its deceitful maſk, 


And from un-real pleaſure turns the eye. 


Fell diſappointment wide extends her ſway, 
And cares excite this pale ideal queen; 
Oft the fond lover doats upon her charms, 


With folded arms, and downcaſt humble mien. 
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Often the prince forgets his gaudy plumes, 
His glitt'ring tinſel, and his gay attire, | 
Liſtleſs to fink, in melancholy's arms, . 
And from a crowded levee to retire. | 


Silent and flow I ſhap'd th' uncertain way,, 
And gloomy as the night, my penſive mind; 
When, from an unknown tow'r, the tongue of time, 
Its monitory leſſon, taught mankind. 


Soon a rough pile obſtructs my wand'ring ſteps, 
A ſculptur'd tomb ſalutes my rayleſs view, 

As ſhades on falling ſhades, incumbent pres : 
So more diſtreſs d, my ſullen fancy grew. 


Alas, cried I | Why does th' Eternal Word, 
On puny mortals manifeſt its pow'r ; 

Mock with exiſtence, and torment with care 
The tranſitory beings of an hour ? 


Awhile we flutter through the giddy ſcene, 
Awhile like inſects in the ſun we play; 
But quick th' inexorable foe appears, 
And by his mandate, ſummons us away. 


Why 
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Why do we toil, with un- remitted care 
And bear, and firuggle, with a load of woe? 
Why feel the preſſure of th' Almighty's arm, | 
In this terreſtrial ſite, this ſcene below? 


When in the duſt, he dooms all to repoſe, | 
Whence the delay. to ſeek that filent home; 

When in our pow'r, a ſure quietus lies, 
Whence our reluctance to all nature's dome? 


All hail ye dende | where peace aſſerts her ſway ; 
Where deep oblivion and contentment reign ; 

O haſte to ſhield me from the gall of life, 
From paſſion's fiery rocks, and miſery and pain! 


Tears guſh'd amain, and proſtrate on a grave, 
I caſt myſelf, indulging black deſpair : 

When lo | before my eyes, an angel ſtood, 
Confeſt a native of ſerener air. 


The lambent flames glide gently round his head, 
And ſnow-white garments all around him flow d; 
Immortal vigour ſparkled in his eyes, 


And, with unfading bloom, his viſage glow' d. 
With 
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With terror ſtruck, I tremulouſly roſe—  - 


My tott'ring frame—betray'd' my eager feet, 


fell when quick the angel thus begins, 
In gentle accents, and divinely ſweet; 


«© Son of the duſt, diſmiſs theſe glbomy thoughts, 
Theſe viſions of a melancholy brain: 


Nor let Deſpondence prey upon your heart, 
With all her ſable, and diſtaſtrous train. 
Look up, with lively gratitude inflam' d, 
To the Great Author of the human. race : 
Behold him ſcatt'ring bleſſings on your head, 
Behold his love unequall'd, as his grace.” 


** * * Cerera deſunt. 
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AIL lovely choir, whoſe tuneful throats 
Pour forth the ſweet melodious notes, 
That lift the thoughts on high ; 
Delightful notes, that give to taſte, 
Th' extatic pleaſures of the bleſt, 
Above the ſpangl'd ſky. 


At ev'ry ſound that ſtrikes my ears, 
Methinks the muſic of the ſpheres 
Awakes my ſoul to bliſs ; 
I ſeem through Heav'ns bright courts to rove, 
Where, all is harmony and love, 
Aud perfect happineſs. 
L Such 
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Such modulation ſure were giv'n 
To raiſe our languid hearts to Heav'n, 
And ſooth the face of care ; 
To bid outrageous madneſs ceaſe, 
To huſh wild paſſions into peace, 
And tune the ſoul to pray' r. 


When faireſt forms like you combine, 
To raiſe in ſymphony divine, 
The ſweetly ſolemn ſtrains ; 
The Deiſt muſt confeſs a God, 
The Sceptic leave the dubious road; 
The wretch forget his pains. 


O, ſacred Muſic | let thy pow'r 
Enliv'n every gloomy hour, 
And meliorate my ſoul ; 
Till in extatic raptures drown'd, 
I hear th' eternal tribes reſound 


Their praiſe from pole to pole, 
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Wunc omnis Ager, nunc omnis parturit arbos ; 
Munc frondent luæ, nunc formoſiſſimus annus. ViRs, 


WAKE my Muſe! aſſiſt me to pourtray 

The ſtriking beauties of the vernal Day, 
The grateful ſeaſon that freſh life inſpires, 
Wakes the dull ſpirits, and relumes their fires, 
That bids dead Nature gaudy colours wear, 
And paints, with ev'ry hue, th' unfolding year. 
As when from ſolemn darkneſs, gloom, and night 
Joyous we riſe, and hail the new-born light, 


Shake 
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Shake off the chains of lethargy to hear 


Harmonious muſic charm the raviſh'd ear, 


By ſleep refreſh'd, by reſt again made ſtrong, 
Mix in the ſcene, and join the buſy throng : 
Thus view creation's wide extended plain, 

Where lately Winter held its dreary reign ; 
Where froſt and ſnow deform'd the pleaſant vale, 
And Jove deſcended in the rattling hail. 

Now ſpring the flowers, now teems the fertile ground, 
With verdant beauties, ſcatter'd all around. 

Each plant reſumes its native form and dye, 
Some ting'd with red, ſome emulate the ſky ; 
All, in the utmoſt elegance of dreſs, 

Welcome the Spring, it's pow'r benign confeſs. 
The morn how ſweet | How fair the riſing dawn! 
The ſun beams ſparkling on th' enamell'd lawn | 
His golden orb the middle region holds, 

No ſcorching heat annoys, no piercing colds, 
But gayly mild, gilds o'er the vernal day, 
And fair eftulgence ſheds from ev'ry ray, 

F xpels the daikneſs of the tedious night, 

And bleſſes Nature with his ſriendly light. 

Be calm ye ſtorms! ye tempeſts roll no more ! 
Nor waſte your fury on the rocky ſhore, 


Mild 
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Mild flow ye waves! ye winds no longer ſweep 
With awful fury, o'er th expanded deep; 
Nor dare to lift the tow'ring ſerges high, 
Foaming reſiſtleſs, to the lofty ſky ! 
Avaunt, nor cloud the luſtre of the day, 
A milder reign ſucceeds, a gentler ſway. 
Hail beauteous Spring advancing with thy train, 
Gentle and lovely to aſſume the reign ; 
The faireſt flow'rs that early nature yields, 
That riſe ſpontaneous in the fertile fields ; 
Or grace the banks of clear meand'ring rills, 
Or love the ſunſhine on the ſloping hills, 
With gems ſupply thy rich imperial crown, 
And verdure as a garment flows around. 
Though eaſtern princes boaſt their regal ſtate, 
On whom, ten thouſand menial ſervants wait ; 
Though for rich jewels, they rob the flaming mine, 
And the green emerald, with the ruby join, 
How mean their ſplendor, when compar'd with thine, 
For thee again, the birds reſume their ſong, 
And ſing melodious as they fly along ; 
In ſweeteſt notes conſume the chearful day, 
And muſic echoes from each vocal ſpray ; 
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Their ſoft deſcant, they teach each neighbouring grove, 
And lawns are conſcious of their warmeſt love. 
Not theſe alone, but ſce all nature join, 


From the low inſect, up to human kind, 

To hail thy charms, to bleſs thy friendly pow'r, 
Thou kind enliv'ner of each ſocial hour! 
While aromatic plants perfume the air, 

And flow'rs and ſhrubs are deck'd ſupremely fair; 
As o'er their heads the balmy zephyrs play, 
And gently fan them all the live long day, 

The ſons of age feel happier days return 

With joy renew'd, and freſh emotions burn. 
Ev'n poverty with cheerful looks appears ; 

And miſery a leſſer burthen bears. 

Soon as the bird of morn proclaims the dawn, 
And quits on flutt'ring wings the dewy lawn; 
Forth ruſh the ſwains, inur'd to hardy toil, 


To break the ſtubborn glebe, and fertilize the ſoil ; 


With chearful hearts their conſtant labour ply, 
Till Sol's bright beams deſert the weſtern ſky ; 
Then homeward bound, they taſte unbroken reſt, 
And not an anxious thought diſturbs their breaſt, 
Save where fond love attacks the feeling heart, 
And the ſoft paſſions genial warmth impart 


Save 


„ 
Save where the lover penſive and alone, 
Makes woods and caves re-echo to his moan; 
And ev'ry thought intent on ſome coy fair, 
With bitter wailing fills the ambient air. 
Almighty Love | ſay whence thoſe melting fires, 
Thoſe glowing tranſports, and thoſe fond deſires, 
That warm the ſoul, and ev'ry ſenſe refine, 
That humanize the fierce, obdurate mind. 
From Nature all; From Nature's God they flow, 
Who bade the heart with pure emotions glow, 
When Heav'n-born Virtue binds with ſacred ties; 
And ſmiling beauty faſcinates the eyes. 
He, ſource of All, adorns the laughing day, 
And bids the flow'rs their gaudy teints diſplay ; 
With vernal gales, diſpenſes life around, 
While love and muſic through each grove reſound. 
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